DROPPED FROM THE CLOUDS.                  137
Cyrus Harding followed the same road as the evening
before. They went round the cone by the plateau which
formed the shoulder, to the mouth of the enormous chasm.
The weather was magnificent The sun rose in a pure sky
and flooded with his rays all the eastern side of the
mountain.
The crater was reached. It was just what the engineer
had made it out to be in the dark; that is to say, a vast funnel
which extended, widening, to a height of a thousand feet
above the plateau. Below the chasm, large thick streaks
of lava wound over the sides of the mountain, and
thus marked the course of the eruptive matter to the
lower valleys which furrowed the northern part of the
island.
The interior of the crater, whose inclination did not
exceed thirty-five to forty degrees, presented no difficulties
nor obstacles to the ascent. Traces of very ancient lava
were noticed, which probably had overflowed the summit
of the cone, before this lateral chasm had opened a new
way to it.
As to the volcanic chimney which established a commu-
nication between the subterranean layers and the crater,
its depth could not be calculated with the eye, for it was
lost in obscurity. But there was no doubt as to the com-
plete extinction of the volcano.
Before eight o'clock Harding and his companions were